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tical pedants. However, some modern poli-
tical philosophers in an attempt to outdo
the Laputian professors have proposed, pro-
bably in jest, that the public should be told
the truth in political and economic matters.
A physician in the Laputian political
school proposed a very ingenious method of
achieving political unity. It consisted in
slicing in two the brains of rival political
leaders and reassembling them by joining
together one half brain from each of the
rival parties in the individual skulls. It is
evident that this procedure must have been
attempted recently on many modern poli-
ticians, for an appraisal of the modern poli-
tician and his work, whether his scope be
local or international, plainly indicates the
half successful results of such a brain opera-
tion. The present difficulty seems to lie in
the inability to find skulls powerful enough
to contain together such violently opposed
ideas as the public good and the personal
gain-or the national gain and the inter-
national good.
All thing! considered, if Jonathan Swift
were alive today, he would find vast new
fields of pedantry to ridicule. He might be
aroused to describe allegorically the theory
and theorists behind some labor unions
which result in such activities as painters
being paid to simulate painting by going
over with dry brushes objects which have
already been painted or musicians standing
by with idle instruments and at full pay
while a recording is being played. These
and a thousand other modern follies would
surely provoke a modern Swift to take up
his pen against the pedants responsible for
them and, in all probability, he, too, would
fall short in his attempt to render present
fiction stranger than tomorrow's truth.
VOYAGER
A lonely voyager leaned against the rail
And scanned the sea and sky.
He faced the flippant wind and watched the foam dance passionately slow pirouettes
A flash of cloud-based lightning traced an arc
Against the blackness of the night.
A somber roll of thunder sounded
And furious waves beat the decks,
A threat to iron bubble hopes of men.
The voyager drew closer his wind-whipped coat
And wondered why he sailed a wrathful sea.
He felt what he sought so near, so thinly veiled
That he strained to hear a whispered word.
He heard then: "Insecurity."
As quickly as it came, the intelligible word returned to cacophonous mystery.
He studied the word and guessed the truth
And then he reinterpreted the sound;
That which he sailed to seek and find, he fOUl1d.
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